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Pulse 


Author's Notes: 
This is over a week late, as | wanted to post this for Halloween. Punctuality is not my strong suit. :) 


A brisk pace kept the chill at bay, beating a familiar pulse under his skin, soft but ingrained, an essential part 
of his being. Thump of blood to his heart, thump of feet to pavement, not unlike the thump of a bass-line, 
drawn forth by his fingers. He wouldn't hear the music for almost two weeks, a short reprieve before 
embarking on another leg of their tour. He was going to take full advantage of the peace, once restocked with 


the essentials for home-living. 


The beat was lost to the activity of the market, replaced by the lure of colours and aromas tempting from 
every direction. He resisted, sticking to the task he had decided on when he left his apartment: 


Stepping out of the market fifteen minutes later, bags in hand, Marko realised that even at home, and not at 


the mercy of fans and their Tour manager, things wouldn't always go as planned. 


A woman darted into the street, in the direction of a bus on the other side, two lanes away from a car 


speeding towards her. 


"Look out!" She didn't listen, stepping closer to the incoming vehicle, equally as unaware as she. Heart pounding 
in place of hers, he raced after the woman. He had his weighed down arms around her in time to jerk both of 


them backwards, missing the car by a toe and a last minute horn blast. 
"My God. . ." 


The murmur of shock brought him to his senses. Immediately letting go of her, the need to rescue over and 


now awkward for embracing a stranger, Marko took a step back. "Are you okay?" 


A whimper was the only answer she could give. He was on his knees in an instant, catching her as her legs 
buckled. Shaking violently, no gentle tremor of fear, she burrowed herself against him, finding the way through 


hair to press her face to his neck, all cold and damp skin. 


He looked up and down the street, bewildered but searching for something he could do, but all he got was a 
mother and child, a chubby finger pointing in their direction as they both stared, whispering to one another. It 
was understandable, a scene like this playing out in the middle of the sidewalk. 


Now that was something he could fix. 


They stopped in front of the door, a warm trickle of air brushing over their surprised faces. Tony didn't 
hesitate any longer, pushing the door wider enough to enter, leaving Elias to the courtesies. "Marko?" 


"l'Il be okay." Tony paused again as a voice that couldn't be Marko's spoke, not unless he changed into a woman 
overnight. Waiting a few more seconds at the threshold, Elias entered, closing the door with a soft snick. "I 


never saw him coming. If it weren't for you-" 


"Don't think about that" Tony grinned, the idea of gender-switches refuted when Marko's voice cut in. "Think 


about what will come since it didn't happen" 


"Are we interrupting your party?" Tony asked, stepping towards the kitchen where the voices were coming 
from. He was going to leave skid-marks from all his sudden stops, finding Marko seated at the small table with 
a woman, that was surprising enough on its own, but the woman dwarfed by the sweater that she had clearly 


borrowed from Marko's wardrobe was also unexpected. "That would be a yes." 


If her porcelain skin could have taken any other hue, it would have flushed like Marko's face did, both turning 


towards them. "I was just helping Aliisa, she was nearly struck by a car." 


Bowing her head, eyes not quite hidden by stringy hair, she wrung her fingers together. "If it weren't for 


Marko - | would have been dead" 
"Maybe it was meant to happen" Everyone's eyes widened except for Tony's. Elias swung his hand up, not 
coming into contact with Tony's head like he intended, for he rushed to avoid mass murder. "If Marko weren't 


there, perhaps the car wasn't meant to be there either. What | mean is that it was meant for you to meet, 


for Marko to save you." 
Bringing her lips back together, slowly smiling, Aliisa straightened up. "Maybe." 


Standing up, setting down a mug at his place on the table, Marko crossed the small room to the cupboard 
where he kept glasses. "Do you want anything to drink? Aliisa wanted some tea, and | still have half a pot." 


Elias lowered his hand back to his side. "So you aren't throwing us out?" 
"Not unless Tony says something else offensive." 
"It wasn't an insult!" 


"This time." Refusing to look at the pout Tony directed up at him, Elias nodded as Marko reached for two 
mugs. "I don't think your table is big enough for all of us, but the other room is." 


Two coffees later, and Tony banished to the plush but faded chair while they settled in comfortably on the 
couch, conversation fell to topics that didn't include taunts to the singer. If Aliisa was put off by the company, 
she didn't show it, curled up between him and Marko, gradually relaxing and engaging in their friendly banter. 


* 


The party ebbed and flowed, people milling from one room to another. Music and voices raised and fell as 
drinks were passed around. Friends and family jostled for their attention, not knowing when they would next be 


seeing the musicians. 
He expected to see another beaming face as a hand grabbed his elbow, but he should have known who it was 
by the feel of the fingers, deft and smooth. "You'd think that they haven't seen us in years the way 


everyone's going!" Henkka yelled over the noise. 


It must have felt that way for them," Elias countered back. He tried to take a sip of his beer, hampered by 
Henkka still hanging on. 


Releasing his arm at last, Henkka leaned in, lowering his voice enough so no one else could hear but still be 


heard over the music. "| can't say l'm not enjoying it" 


"You and Tony." Not too far away Tony was hopping with his arms curled up, hands in front of his chest, to 


the laughter of the crowd around him. He knew that tour tale and smiled against the lip of his bottle. 


"Remember that one?" 


Henkka glanced back, three seconds enough to remind him. "Not that one again!" 
"They don't know about it." 


"Lucky for them." Catching his gaze, Tony stopped his pantomiming to point in Henkka's direction. Henkka 
groaned, Tony's audience turning to laugh at him. He mustered up a smile. "I'm going to be stepping outside, so | 


can pretend that | don't know that I'm being talked about." 
He followed, biting his lip to keep from laughing. "I'll come with you." 


Detouring through the kitchen to pick up two more beers, they made their way to the backyard. The glass 
door didn't stop the noise from following them, but did well enough to damper it. Elias finished his one bottle 
with a short chug, setting it on the window sill, just wide enough to hold several other beers. He watched the 
line-up, imagining a drum corp as beat-heavy music from inside played on, but Henkka was focused on their 


friends instead. "They're still looking at me." 


"They're looking at you because you're looking at them." Twisting the cap off, placing it upon his empty, Elias 
snorted faintly, focusing to the blue-black sky above them. The party had been going on for several hours 


now, bringing them to early next day. "You need to find something else to stare at.” 


Following Elias’ gaze, he studied the sky. Whatever it was that was fascinating him he couldn't find, or it just 
didn't interest him. Shrugging once, a second time as a breeze swept past them, he glanced around the yard. 
"Maybe we should have gone out front.” 


"flustered to bored in five seconds." Content to watch clouds lighten the blue-black to a mixed shade of purple, 
he sipped at his beer. In the back of his mind he was aware of the shifting feet, fingers tapping against the 
beer Henkka was drinking. "I think they keep the gate locked, we'd have to go back inside to get to the street. 
Will you be able to not look at them while we go back through?" 


"Distract me for long enough, and I'll manage." Teeth flashed white in the dark as he grinned. Elias smiled back, 


but Henkka whistled lowly, grabbed his arm before he could reach for the door. "Look who's getting lucky.” 


Letting himself be twisted in the proper direction, he peered across the darkness. The yard wasn't big but it 
still took him several seconds to see two figures in an embrace, hands pulling and pushing to bring them closer 
together. He never took himself to be a voyeur, half-expected it from Henkka, but as his vision adjusted to 
determine just who he was watching, he couldn't bring himself to look away. Marko leaning down, stroking 
Aliisa's upturned face, kissing her deeply, he couldn't stop staring at the enraptured couple. "I - didn't think - 
he was one for public displays." 


"| guess it depends on who he's with, and by the looks of it, she's leading it 


Elias ignored his snickers as they ignored them, transfixed by hands that seemed to glow in the dim moonlight, 
taking hold of firm shoulders, finger-crawling to his neck. Marko shivered, dragged fingertips over her 
forehead. Detaching his arm from his hold, Elias gestured for Henkka to follow. "Come on, lets leave them 


alone." 


"But its just starting to get good!" He tore his eyes from Aliisa and Marko, indeed hands and mouths more 
insistent than seconds ago. Henkka took a long chug from his beer, otherwise motionless. He had finally found 
something to keep his attention, and was settling in nicely. The only thing that would have made it perfection 


would be a bowl of popcorn at his side. 
‘It won't be hard for me to find a new group of people to tell about your adventures in Warsaw." 
By some miracle, the beers on the window sill didn’t fall off as the door slammed shut behind Henkka. 


He wasn't all that surprised though when not even five minutes later a flushed Marko and Aliisa walked past 
them as they drank on the front porch. However, they were definitely surprised, once Henkka yelled after them 
to play safely. 


Averting his gaze from pink-faces turned red, Elias steadfastly refused to reply to Henkka's laughs or finger 
jabs, occupying himself with his drink instead. More of the label fell apart under his fingers, peeled back and 
crumbling. 


Remnants of sleep tore away to shreds as sunlight crept in through the blinds, thrown firmly into the trash 
when arms snaked around his waist, precisely the way he liked it. Underneath three layers of blankets the 
usually cool limbs felt warm, perfect for these type of moments. "Did | wake you up?" 


"Not entirely." It was so much easier in bed, not having to worry about sore necks. Rolling over, all he had to 
do was lean in, lips meeting lips. One peck, chaste but sweet, then a second, lingering and opening to feel each 
other's breath; reluctantly he broke away, knowing it wouldn't take much more to keep him in bed. "lve got to 
meet up with the others. We have a meeting to discuss the next part of the tour. Some things haven't been 
entirely organised and | think there have been charges too." 


"But it's not until ten thirty.” Aliisa stretched out across the bed, quite the feat for someone so small, letting 


the pushed back sheets expose her to him as he stood. He glanced to the alarm clock, realising that he did 
have an hour and a half until he had to be at the studio. "You can afford to be a little lazy." 


Smiling fondly to her, he leaned down to kiss her forehead, slightly sticky with sweat. "That would be you." He 
rubbed at his own shoulder, making a note that the first thing he needed to do was shower. 


"Tell me something | don't know." Watching her back arch up and out to stretch, he took several steps more to 


the bedroom door. Her eyes flickered from the ceiling to him, in time to an almost soundless sigh. "Could you 
humour for me a bit?" 


"For however long you want me to." Her expression stayed sombre; he realised this was something she needed 


to say, no doors or shower curtains separating the conversation "What's wrong?" 


Pulling herself free from the blankets, she shuffled on hands and knees to the foot of the bed, sitting in front 
of Marko, taking one of his hands in hers. "| might not see you again" He opened his mouth to protest, but she 
released his fingers, pressing her palm to his mouth. "This past week has been a lot of fun, and | don't expect 
to be anything more than a fun time. I'm willing to accept that, in fact | know that as a fact. l'm 
inconsequential to all the things you are going to see and do, within this year, within three. | just want to spend 


the time | do have with you - with you." 


"You are so much more than that." He pressed his lips to the inside of her wrist, but she snapped her hand 
away, leaving him to catch her fingertips. "And if this is what a week with you can be like, I'd be a fool to not 
want more. | can completely understand why you wouldn't want to wait for me, | don't know how long it will be 
until we get another break, but if you're still here, | would love to spend more time with smart-" Angling his 
head, he pressed a kiss to her palm. "Beautiful" He nipped at the fleshy skin between index finger and thumb. 
"Mischievous." Crouching down, tangling their fingers together, he kissed her, letting her feel the truth of his 


words along with his passion. "You." 


It took many seconds until he gave her the chance to smile. Looking at her flushed and winded face, Marko 
knew that Tony had been right. They were meant to meet. He rubbed her neck, but Aliisa knocked his fingers 
away with a smirk, drawing closer to the edge of the bed and him. "At this rate, you're never going to get rid 


of me." 


"lm willing to take that chance." He leaned in for another kiss, but instead Aliisa’s hands were at his chest, 
pushing him to stand as she stroked her fingers down, sucked her way down rib cage and across his waist, 


until she was nuzzling against his groin and flesh that was appreciating the wake up call. "Aliisa-" 


"We can shower right after." Letting him rub against her cheek one last time, she looked up from under dark 
eyelashes, ghosting her lips over his cock. "Please?" 


Marko had no more protests. 


Tommy and Henkka read over the itineraries they had been handed, purposely not looking up to the clock or 
Elias. He had refused to touch his copy, still lying on the keyboard where he had thrown it, preferring to pace 
back and forth across the studio and glare at the time. 


A voice spoke from behind the door, stopping all of them from their activities. Three faces looked up when 
Marko entered, smiling at them. "H-" 


"Where have you been?" Elias demanded, bringing his paces to a halt, scant inches from Marko's face. 


Tommy and Henkka gaped. Tommy jerked his gaze immediately back down to his papers, pretending to read, but 
Henkka blatantly stared. 


"H-hey?" Marko glanced over to the couch, Tommy resolutely not looking up while Henkka at last diverted his 
eyes. "I'm only three minutes late, and Tony will probably be here in fifteen minutes. Shouldn't you save that 


question for him?" 


"And who kept you late, Aliisa? She's not the priority here, we are. Band meeting, remember?" He flicked his 
finger against Marko's temple, rough nail catching the skin in the hard and fast movement. 


"Aliisa" He felt confident that the blush gave away Marko's discomfort, but a smile grew over his face. "| 
wanted to get here on time, but - well, she can be persuasive." 


Henkka barked out a laugh, trying to cover it up with a cough, then a yelp. Marko and Elias looked over to the 
couch, Henkka rubbing his ribs and Tommy still reading the same page from a minute ago, albeit with a grin on 
his face. Marko kept smiling, biting it down when Elias clipped him over the ear. 

Grabbing a fistful of hair, he rumbled into Marko's ear. "She was in your house this morning?" 

Breath washed over his cheek. "The past five days." 

Infuriated by the weak excuse and voice, Elias straightened, looking Marko in the face, but also spotting the 
gawking audience from the corner of his eye. "Less than a week?" Squeezing his grip, knuckles digging into 


Marko's head, he watched him squirm. "You are a sucker fool to a sucking whore!" 


Marko stopped struggling; stepping in close until there was no space between them, he matched Elias‘ glare 


with one of his own, eyes ice cold "You can call me any names you want to, but don't say a thing about her: 
"She'll forget all about you once we're back on tour," Elias hissed. 

Marko thrust his chin up. “Im still taking that chance." 

Giving one last grind of his knuckles to his scalp, Elias shoved him back Marko would have stumbled to open 
air, was it not at that moment Tony opened the door. Treading backwards, he smacked his head against the 


sharp edge. "Sorry about that," Tony apologised, catching him before he fell into anything else. 


Elias watched through narrowed eyes as Marko circled around him to the keyboards, picking up the itinerary. 
"Couldn't you have been a minute later?" Marko mumbled under his breath. 


Three hours later and he wasn't feeling any better. His head was no longer sore, at least on the outside, but 
Elias' words still hurt. Throughout the whole meeting, every time he hazarded to look in the other man's 
direction, Elias would fix him with a glare, if he wasn't already glaring. Tommy and Henkka did nothing, said 
nothing when Tony asked them what had happened. Marko wasn't forthcoming with information either, and 
asking Elias would have been equally as productive, had Tony even attempted asking him. 


What had even set Elias off? He had seen him a couple of times since the party, with and without Aliisa, and 
while Elias hadn't been as friendly as he had been the first day he met Aliisa, he hadn't been hostile either. His 
presence hadn't been ignored, or slighted to any degree, and no one else had been maligned for that matter, so 


why he had the need to attack him or Aliisa just didn't make any sense. 


Arriving at the caf, that Aliisa told him she would be at for her lunch break, he searched out her table. His 
bad morning was starting to look like a bad afternoon as all of the tables were occupied with strangers or 
were empty. His not-quite headache intensifying, he cursed his luck, and turned to open the door. 


He was back on the sidewalk when arms wrapped around him from behind. Some of the tension seeped out of 


his body while he sank into the familiar hug. "Hey you." 


Twisting around in her arms, he kissed the top of her head, tilted her chin up. Bright green eyes met his, kind 
and smiling as he bent down for a proper kiss. "I was afraid | missed you, and | really needed to see you after 
the meeting." 


"Bad?" Loosening her arms, she took his hand, walking across the street to the waterfront. 
He combed fingers through her hair, pressing palm against her nape. "He was." With a shake of his head, he 
pushed the earlier scene away; he wasn't about to tell Aliisa about Elias’ grudge against her, he didn't want to 


ruin the little time they had together before she headed to work. "But | don't want to relive it now. I'm finally 
not thinking about it" 


They turned onto one of the piers, boats lining both sides. "Is that a good thing?" 

| would much rather be with you, or thinking about you." Had love always made him a sap? Was this actually 
love? Ducking his head down, he chanced a glance to her, catching a sheepish smile that he was pretty sure he 
was wearing too. 

Stopping at the very end of the dock, she looked up to him, still smiling. "You are too cute." 

"If you insist" Leaning down as he tilted her head up, they shared another kiss. He hated to let her go, but she 


was probably already late, it had to be done. Still he hung on for longer, reluctantly pulling back. "Do you have 


to leave?" 


| don't have to, but you do." Turning them both around, until he had his back to the edge of the dock, she 


rose up on her toes for another kiss, settling her hands on his shoulders. 


Cocking his head in confusion only let her deepen the kiss more. He slid his hand around, curving it to the side 
of her neck, gently easing her back. "What is that supposed to mean?" 


Settling back down on her feet, she kept on smiling. "It means goodbye." 


"But why-?" Whatever else he would have asked trailed off his lips, his hands feeling the typical cold of her 
skin His hand contrasted against her complexion, still pale but not the sickly shade she had been a week ago; he 
moved his palm, fingers searching for the beat that should have been underneath her neck. He brought up his 
other hand, trying to feel the thump that was wildly beating in his own head. "What is - what are you?" 


He never got his answer, Aliisa using his shock to her advantage and shoving him backwards. This time he met 
open air, then freezing water. Pounding heartbeat and panic pushed any ideas of how to save himself out of his 
head. Marko could only stare wide-eyed through the steel gray waters, at the blurry figure that loomed over 
him, distorting with every frantic flail of his sinking body. The deeper he went, the more those familiar curves 


straightened, arms and legs looking like branches, buds and leaves sprouting up like a miniature forest. 


This wasn't meant to be happening, this couldn't be real, and yet on the edges of his greying mind, a word 
jumped out at him, pushing his lips apart. 


Näkki? 


Elias sighed once he turned off his phone. Tony had wisely not asked him any questions during the meeting, but 
once he was home, the singer had phoned him every ten minutes. Tony could be oblivious, but he wasn't stupid 
- he knew something had happened before he arrived, and yet Elias wasn't about to tell him what he had 
missed. Judging by the constant calls, neither had anyone else. 


When a knock sounded at his door, he had half a mind to hide in his bedroom. It would just be like Tony to 
resort to another tactic if one didn't work. The near lethargic beat had him thinking otherwise though, because 


anything the other man did, it was done with a certain amount of energy. 


Opening the door, he was surprised to find Marko dripping wet on his door step. All earlier aggressions were 


forgotten as red eyes blinked at him. "What happened to you?" 
Marko bit his lip, a dark stain coating gray face. "| had a fight - with Aliisa." 
Forgoing any gentleness, he pulled Marko inside, wrapping him into a tight hug. He didn't know how he got wet, 


head all the way down to toe, and didn't care that he was getting soaked in the process. He would deal with 


that later. "Come on, you don't want to stand around in wet clothes.” 


Marko tucked his head into his shoulder, breath frozen as it washed over his neck. "I'm sorry about our fight." 


"IFs alright." Running his hand up Marko's back, over stringy wet hair, he knew the fight was never about him; 
about girls who hurt his friend, definitely, but never Marko. "Now come on, out of those clothes." 


As Elias' hand ghosted over his throat, Marko flinched away, closer into Elias' neck As his palm came back 
down to rest on his shoulder, Marko smiled, settling in comfortably against him, lulled to peace by the pulse 


that would later be his. 


